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some on foot and others on horseback, Cousin William1 made
some such marriage feast for the common behoof, whereat were
many fair folk, which seemed both fair and noble. Well they
ate and well they drank; how many we were, I myself cannot
tell, though I was among them. Right joyous was the cheer
they made ; it is long since I saw such noble fare or such
delights; so help me God! all the fair folk are departing;
good gentility is gone, and all men think only of their own.
So to this spousal came the minstrels in full riding-boots;
none was slow of speech: "give us" (quoth they) "either
patronage or money, as is right and reason, that each may go
content to his home."

(pp. 1-3.) Lay of the Poverty ofRutebe-uf, I know not where
to begin, so copious is my matter, in speaking of my poverty :
for God's sake I pray you, frank king of France [Louis IX.],
give me some goods 1 Great king, I lack food and have lacked
it long ; no man offers, no man gives to me. I cough with
cold, I gape with hunger, whereby I am consumed and mal-
treated ; mattress I lack, bed I lack ; from Paris to Senlis
there is none so poor as L Sire, I know not whither to turn ;
my ribs know well the taste of horse-litter ; straw-bed is no
bed, and on mine lieth naught but straw,

(pp. 25-27*) The Lay of Winter Misery, Poor sense hath
God the king of glory given me, and poor memory, and poverty
of this world's goods. Chill are my loins when the east-wind
blows; it comes and blows me through and through. God so
tempers His seasons to me that black flies bite me in summer,
and white flies in winter. I am like the wild osier, or like the
bird on the bough ; in summer I sing, and in winter I weep and
make lament ; like the tender bough I cast my leaves at the
first touch of frost The dice that we buy at the dicemaker's
have spoiled me of all my garments; dice are rny death; they
watch and spy on me, they assail and defeat me ; that is my
bane*

(pp, 6-17,)  The Marriage of Rvttbwf and- Tfa CompkAnt

* This William, whom Jtatebeuf calls satirically cousin, was paatler
tarius) to the Count of Poitiers, brother of St Louis; we may remember that
Chaucer's wife wag probably fafutaria to the Duchess of Lancaster.io, ii                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                       Poet and Public                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                          127

some on foot and others on horseback, Cousin William1 made
some such marriage feast for the common behoof, whereat were
many fair folk, which seemed both fair and noble. Well they
ate and well they drank; how many we were, I myself cannot
tell, though I was among them. Right joyous was the cheer
they made ; it is long since I saw such noble fare or such
delights; so help me God! all the fair folk are departing;
good gentility is gone, and all men think only of their own.
So to this spousal came the minstrels in full riding-boots;
none was slow of speech: "give us" (quoth they) "either
patronage or money, as is right and reason, that each may go
content to his home."

(pp. 1-3.) Lay of the Poverty ofRutebe-uf, I know not where
to begin, so copious is my matter, in speaking of my poverty :
for God's sake I pray you, frank king of France [Louis IX.],
give me some goods 1 Great king, I lack food and have lacked
it long ; no man offers, no man gives to me. I cough with
cold, I gape with hunger, whereby I am consumed and mal-
treated ; mattress I lack, bed I lack ; from Paris to Senlis
there is none so poor as L Sire, I know not whither to turn ;
my ribs know well the taste of horse-litter ; straw-bed is no
bed, and on mine lieth naught but straw,

(pp. 25-27*) The Lay of Winter Misery, Poor sense hath
God the king of glory given me, and poor memory, and poverty
of this world's goods. Chill are my loins when the east-wind
blows; it comes and blows me through and through. God so
tempers His seasons to me that black flies bite me in summer,
and white flies in winter. I am like the wild osier, or like the
bird on the bough ; in summer I sing, and in winter I weep and
make lament ; like the tender bough I cast my leaves at the
first touch of frost The dice that we buy at the dicemaker's
have spoiled me of all my garments; dice are rny death; they
watch and spy on me, they assail and defeat me ; that is my
bane*

(pp, 6-17,)  The Marriage of Rvttbwf and- Tfa CompkAnt

* This William, whom Jtatebeuf calls satirically cousin, was paatler
tarius) to the Count of Poitiers, brother of St Louis; we may remember that
Chaucer's wife wag probably fafutaria to the Duchess of Lancaster.